TouFTaFoWsJ^ 

Thine in the dear eft deftgne ofmdafiriel* 

Don Adriano de Armathe. 

Thus doll thou heare the Nemean Lion roartf, 

Gainft thee thou Lambe that Banded as his pray ; 

Subtnifliuc fall bis princely fe et before, 

Arid he from forrage will incline to play. 

Butifthouftriue )poorefoulc)what art thou then? 
Foodefor his rage,repafture for his den. 

(£u. what plume of feathers is he that indited this Letter ? 
wKatveine ? What Wethercocke ?Did you euer heare better? 
Boy\ am much deceiued, but ^remember the ftile. 
ftftii,. Elfe your memory is bad,goingoreit ere while. 

< Boy. This zArntado is a Spaniard that keepes here in COUK, 

A Phantafime a Monorche,and one that makes 1 port 
To the Prince and his Booke-mates. 

Qu. Thou fellow, a word. 

Who gaue thee this Letter.? 

Clow. I cold you my Lord. 

Qu. To wbomlhould’ft thou giue it; 

(ft low. From my Lordto my Lady. 

Qu. From which Lord, to which Lady. 

Clo. From my Lord B crowns a good mail cr of mine. 

To a Lady “of France, that he call'd Rofaline. 

Qu. Thou haft midaken his Lettcr.Cftme Lords away. 
Heereifweet, put vpthis, ’twill be thine another day. Exeunt] 
Boy. Who is the (hooter? Who is the (hooter? 

Rofa. Shall I teach you to know. 

Boy. 1 my continent of Beautie. 

Kofa. WhylhethatbcarestheBow.Finelypuc off. 

Boy. My Lady goes to kill homes, but if thou marric, 
Hang me by the necke , if homes that yeare mifearrie. 

Finely put on. 

llofa . Well then,! am thcQiootcr. 

'Boy. And whois your Dcare .? 

Refa. Ifwechoofcby the hornes,your felfe come not neare« 
Finely put on indeede. 

Maria, You hill wrangle with her Boyct, and'flie flrikesac 

tl.e brow. ~ - 

Bo jet. 


Boyei. But fliehcr felfe is hit lower. 

Shsll l come vpon thee with an old faying, that was a 

man when King Pippin oi France was a little boy, as touemng 

th t;: C ; Sol may anfwcrethee with one asoldthat was a wo- 
man whcnQueene guinoucroi Brittaine wasalntle wench,as ; 

touching the hit it. ...... . . • 

Rofa. Thou canft not hit lt,hit it, hit it, 

Thou canft not hit it my good man. 

Boy. I cannot, cannot, cannot:^ . , 

And I cannot, another can. . EXiU ' 

Clo. By my troth moft pleafant, how both did ht u. ■ 

Mar. A marke maruellous well (hot, for they both did hit . 
Boy. A Mark,0 marke but that matkeia marke fay es my Lady,, 
let the marke haue apricke in’t, to meat at, if it may be. 

Mar. Widea’th bow hand,yfaith your hand is out. 

Clo. Indeede a’muftflioote nearer,or hedcne’re hit the clout. 
Boy. And if my hand be out, then belike your hand is in. 

C low. Then will (he get thcvpfhoot byclcauing the is in. 

CM a. Coroe,come, you talk* greafily, your lips grow foule i 
Clow. She’s too hard for you at pricks, fir challenge her to 
jboule. / _ . 

Boy. Ifearetoomuch rubbing :good night my good Qule,. 
Clo. By my foule a S waine, a moil (imple Clowne. 
Mbrd,Lord,how tbcLadics and I haue put Him downe. 

O my troth molt fwcec ielts, moft inconie vulgar wit, 

When it comes fo (moodily off,fbobl'cenely,as it werefo fit. 
Armathor athto the fide, O a moft dainty man. 

To fee him walke before aLady, and to beare her Fan. 
ToftehimkilL his hand, and ow moft fweetly a will fweare*: 
And his Page at ocher fide, chat handfullof witp 
Ah heauens, it is moft paiheticali nit. 

Sowla } fowla. Exemti . 

Shoote with hied;. ^ 

Enter DuB t Holofernes, the Tedant and Nathaniell 

Eat. Ve^reacrcut fport trucly, and donein the teftimony/ 
af a good conic jence, " 
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